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Jnside Chis Jssue:

Kulthea in Uproar as Panic

t haz come to the attention of
thiz humble reporter lately
that the towm of Kelfour's
Landing, and indeed the entire enwi-
rons andfar-remowed areas, hawe suf-
fered an unexplained and unwelcome
blight of strange occurrences, eerie
apparitions, and sudden, unezpected
Eszence storms, which gather, went
their fury on everything in their paths,
andabate az abruptly as they aroze.
Other disturhing events, appar-
ently linked to this same ewil phe-
nemencn, include reappearances of
rarely seen creatures, some wreaking
haveoe on unwary adventurers in the
wilds, others hawing the temerity to
overrun Town Squareitzelf in brazen
attacks on peaceable towmsfolk
Valiant and stalwart citizensz hawe
fought off these incursions suceess-
fully, not witheut deaths and casual-
tiez, however, we regret toreport.
Such events have not gone unne-
ticed, and the inhabitants of our fair
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Grips kand's Jnhabitants?

lands are growing increasingly con-
cerned, restlezs andfearful.

Rurners are on therize, andmany
attribute all the calamity that haz be-
fallen uzlately to the evil deingzin the
formerly benign irelatively) precinets
of Castle Claedeshbrim and its
roundings. Rumblings, storms and
streamsz of odd ereaturesz have been
observed izsuing from that region,
though no one haz been ahle to di-
rectlylink the dizparate catastrophes.
Mo has anyone, so far, try asz they
might, been able to penetrate the oh-
structed entrance to the area, or at
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leazt no one has survived to return to
tell about it.

It behoowes uz all azloyal citizens
tomaintain a calm, rationale appreach
andnet to seein every ore that erosses
our path the feul machinations of this
evil Lord Estrion. Let us continue
about our daily life, repelling the
dreaded Unlife, andthe forees of ewil
and chaosz where and when we en-
counter it, but let uzneot become fear-
ful and ohseszed with these pgrim
goings-on, without knowing the true
nature of things. For after all, knowi-
edgeis indeed power, and darkbeings
like the Foul Lerd do depend on our
ignorance andfear to triumph over us.

We urge our citizens to be vigi-
lant, and to pay heed to all stranpge
happenings that shall continue to be-
fall us Ee ready, when the time
comes, to strike back against ewill 4
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Che Great Squirrel

Gl'lﬂSE by Bhyl Grey
,;,ﬁ (s 1- gl Square iz a nice place to

IR
if’%{ﬁ hang arcund in, unless a
o

trapped chest gets bungled or
an offer of Mass Guarding ereates a
noisy stammpede. Like somany others,
I enjoy spending much of my free time
in the S8quare, chatting with friends
andlistening to possip.

Une evening in late summer [ zat
under the cak tree, somehew manag-
ing to eavesdrop on beth the conversa-
tion aroundme andthe one carried by
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my crystal amulet Alarge squirrel ran
acrozs the groundin front of me, leapt
onto the tree trunk, and disappeared
into the leaves abowve. I har dly noticed,
az | wraz listening to Soth angrily elaim-
ing that hiz shield had been stelen
while helay between death andlife.

Then a zquirrel floated into the
middle of the Square. It clutched a
large leaf in its paws and used it to
rateh andride the wind. I wraz amused
by its anties, up until the moment it
hung by its back legs from a branch
and snatched semething shiny from
my neck. Of eourse it wouldn't steal
zornething easilyreplaced, such asmy
amulet. Me, the squirrel had filehed
my first trophy, a silver pendant
craftedin the shape of a dragen.

I yelledfer help over the arnu-net,
leapt to my feet and serambled after
the little tree rat until I could go no
higher. Itz tluffy tail flipped saueily at
me asitz owner headedup the slope of
a roof. I climbed back deowm
(apelogizing to the couple in the tree-
house ontheway), andheadedfor the
grocer & [ hopedthat [ eould convinee
the squirrel to exchange its shiny trea-
sure for zome munchies.

Cn my way back, T heard that the
zquirrels had been busy. Someone’s
rapier waz missing. Sowaz a child z lal-
lipop. & pile of fish gutslayin the cen-
ter of the Square. Five brazen squir-
rels seurried hither and yon, seattering
when anyone came near.

I bepan szcanning the buildings
around the Square to zee if any of
them had sprouted squirrels. When I
carne to Tyron's Arms, several of the
little tree rats were perched on the
roof. I'd swear they were laughing at
me. One began hurling fish heads and
gull wingz, and then the whele pack
jeinedin. I hurried inte the shop, tak-
ing eowver and hoping to find a way to
the roef. Tyron graciously allowedme
access to hiz back room, but the stair-
caze led down. Mo luck there.

I went outside andlockedup. Mot
a tail twitched not a whizker showed.
I sheok my fist attheroef andtriedte

figure out where the mangy rodents
had gone. Knowing that squirrels tend
torun up when they are startled, I be-
gan searching rooftops and other high
places. [ headedfer the river, wonder-
ing if the fish guts could mean the
zquirrels hidin the towers there.

Wildlucke ecalled out ower the
amuletzthathe’ dfoundalarge, mean-
locking squirrel at about the zame
time I stumbled acrosz one. Eapidly
slaying the beast, I mowed on to the
roof of the easztern river tower. While
gazing across towm, [ spied a flash of
light at the top of the west river
tower.. the same place where I'd killed
thelarge squirrel Perhapzithad been
a puard, defending a nest. [ grabbed
Soth andheadedtowardthe tower. At
the top, we found a tattered squirrel
nest andingidelay my pendant!

The chaze had tired me out, =0 I

Could I convince the squirrel
fo give up ifs shiny freasure?

went home to bed. Later, [ heard that
mere mizzing iterns were recovered

The only question that remainz in
my mind iz Why? Those squirrels
have grown alarmingly intelligent. Per-
haps too much magic poes on in the
Square, or too many people hawve
placed enchantments on that cak tree.
Perhapsthe squirrels have been study-
ing thiewes and tock notes. MNow I keep
cloze watch on my belongings. And I
regret I didn't think to skin that squir-
rel I slew. If you happen te find any
zquirrel pelts, T'll buy them from
yvou..hunting enough pelts to make a
zquirrel-fur lined winter cloak iz going
to take quite a while. 4
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Bloodsmythe's Bestinry

Cven Cave Crolls Get the Blues:
A close encounter with near-qreatness

by Bloodsmythe Bunfer
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t waz a brisk spring morning
not long apo when I first met
Unnuuh. I had strelled dewm
the Mine Reoad in hopes of finding a
manticore that [ might flay alive for ne
good reazon aside from the adwance-
ment of zcience.

The flera aleng the path toward
the mine struggled mightily to hold the
morning s load of dewdrops until the
sun, which was only then peaking
abowve the treetops on the ridge, came
to collect them. It was not until I
worked my way dowm to the valley
floor andfellowed the twisting path all
the way to the mine entrance that I
heard an odd sound coming from a

nearby bush.

No Troll Like an Old Troll

Upon inwvestigating the soundthat re-
sernbled nothing so much az a long,
drawm-out burp, I was astonished to
find a wizened cave trell crouching be-
hind the bush. As I walked towards
him, he continued making the puthiral
sound and I realized that

then managed to spit out the wordsz he

was trying to form. “T'd wuf do, buh
I'm a bih eldfer dah,” hereplied.

Hockey, Anyone?

Tikrelke, for those readers whe maynet
befarmiliar with what passesfor a lan-
guagein troll society, isroughly trans-
lated az “troll hockey.” It iz a ghastly
garne played with a severed head,
preferablyfrom a hapless halfling Far
allitz unpleazantness, skralle iz univer-
zally aderedbytrellz of all zartz and an
invitation to a game, while usally fatal
if accepted by nen-trell, is the clozest
thing te an offer of friendship to be
foundin their somewhat impeserished
language.

Sitting down behind the bush with
my new friend, I zoon learned that he
had all but exhansted hiz knowledge of
hurnan languages with his first reply.
"W e managed to comrmunicate with his
few words of Commen, my few wer ds
of troll {actually a few words of trell
constitutes flueney), and a pood deal

of zign language. Ower the course of
our talk, I learnedthat the cld troll was
unuzually bright for his knd

Hiz name, az [ zaid, was Uuunuh.
He was petulant atfirst whenI could
not purgle for just the right length of
time and ingisted that I repeat his
name over and over. If I stopped too

FPerhaps there are many
frofls with the soufs of
struggling artisis... or nof,

early or continuedtoolong, hewould
howl and mean pitifully. With prae-
tice, my pronunciation became pasz-
able altheugh my threat grew hoarsze

(Condrued onpore 5)

he wraz giving me hiz most
terrifying growl Despite Hereiz what [ encounteredin the Mine (I reposted the sign, by the way, thinking that the
hiz obvious seriousness, I safety of manyiz worth mere than the artistic respect of practically ne ene):
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Face To Face

H Cozy Cave Chat with a Designing Dwari

Hn Interview with kord Kygar Jllistari by Ferusha MMontjon

findmyself standng outside a
fairly dark cave, reviewing my
options. Should I turn tail and
flee, all the wayback tothe safety and
good fellowship of the Landing er, in
the tradition of great journalists un der
fire ewverywhere, take a deep breath
and carry en my mizssion? Healizing
that there weren't that many options if
I wantedte keep my Kulthea Chroni-
cle presz amulet and that cluttered
desk in the corner of the newsroom, |
decidedto follow through.

“An interview with Kygar™ I
thought nervously. “Geez, how did I
ever get #iis particular azsipnment?™

I peered past the mouth of the
cave, trying to see what was beyond

“Ien’t Kypar the dwarf who eats
elves for breakfast™ I asked myzelf,
then giggled. "Moo, no—that's just a fairy
story, andbesides, it had something to
dowith an opre, not Kygar. No, Kygar
iz the GamelMaster with the reputation
for biting. Andfer being something of
a geniuz. Don't forget that, Jeri,” I 1e-
minded myself. “And it’s not really
that he bites, itz just that he seems to
be wery clear headed, andunemetional
in publie; when he speaks, it's straight
and to the point. Sometimes, to the
rest of us, such focus iz unnerving.
Ckay, let’s pol” [ took a deep, calming
breath, andwalked intothe lion’s. . .er

dwrarf’s den. He wraz wraiting tor me.

Into the Dwwarfs Den
“How are you tonight™ Kygar asked
politely.

I amiled uneertainly. “Um, fine,
thank you. Eusy, but good”

He nodded to me, and after po-
litely offering me a seat, settled him-
zelf in a large stone chair loaded with
overstuffed cushionsz I peered around
curicusly. Smoky torches shed a dim
light on thizsmain chamber of Kygar's
cave, andtheir tlickering eauzed dark

shadeows: to dance across the cawvern
wallz. Everynow andthen, I could zee
a colorful flash asraw gems imbedded
in the stone walls, caught the terch
light. Kypar lockedright at home here.
Craggy of face, brown eyes and un-

kempt, long dark brown hair—hiz only

“Isn't Kygar the dwarfwho eats
efres for brealfad™ I adoad
myself.. He seemed of

indeferminate age, perhaps as
ofd az the rocks themselres,

unearthy coler came from the simple
blue robes he wore. Kygar seemed to
be of an indeterminate age, perhaps as
old as the rocks themselwes. He smiled
wryly at me, and [ realized that I had
been caught staring. I coughed ner-
vously, giving myself a mental nudge.

The Early Years

“Well, let’s start at the beginning. How
did you first pet inveolved with the
game of CemStone 117

“First invelved, az a player you
mean? He seemed caught zomewhat
off puar d by the question.

I nodded, andhe thought aboutit
for amoment. “That dates back zeweral
years, when I moved{rom Charleston,
S0C. to Virginia Eeach, Va. [ stopped
mymemberszhip in the network I was
o, and then signed up on CGEnie
when I gothere. There were no mult-
player games on the service that I was
criginally on, andwhen I signedup for
i3Enie andfeundtheze, I wazhooked.
I played around in several of them,
andthen even tried zome of the other
zervices with games, but [ settled inte
CembStone finally becauze I thoughtit
wazthe best”™

“In what way didyou think it the
best? Was thiz iz CemStone [I™ I felt
my cldreporteorial confidence return-
ing, and pressedhim on this.

He shook hiz head slightly. “INe,
thiz wasz CemStone III. [ miszed the
original, and came in shertly after
CermnbStone [ opened. [ think it was
mainlythe attitudes of the other play-
ers. So many other games seemed to
be centered on players fighting play-
ers. [ likedthe peneral cooperative na-
ture of GemStone III better. After I
played alot of different games for a
while, I potinwveolved as a staff member
on another service. But I stayed active
in G5 during that time.”

“Cht™ My eyebrow quirked up-
war ds. “What made you change over?
What made you decide that you
wantedtowork here, instead of where
youwere before?™

“The service [ was working with
got “abzorbed inte ancther service and
I didn't want to po with them.” He
shrugped slightly. T wasz a host in a
chat room deal Infact, that chat room
still runs on the new service”

[ Condrwed onpoge 5)
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(Truesriew uith Eyoer condnued frompare £)

“When did you join the staff here
in Cemstone [IIT

“Let’s zee, that would be Christ-
maz time of 19917 Henodded to hirn-
self. “Tez, two and a half, almeost three
years ago. I wasz an AGM for about
three meonths, andthen became a tull
CGameMaster shortly after”

“It's been a while then. Why did
ywou want to becorming a GameMaster?
What waz the initial atiraction™

“That’s not an easy question to an-
swer. I think that being a GMkind of
comes naturally to me. I have been
Gh'ing games for many years, sinee
the birth D&D. [ enjoy GM'ing. It'sa
ereative outlet. I'm also sure there iz
probably a control izsue here, but havw
ing a big egoim’t a bad thing, az long
azyou den't let it ruin yeur (and every-
one elze’z) life”

He grinned broadly at me and
continued, after a slight pausze. “When
the opportunity to be a GamedMaster
in GemStone came aleng, I jumpedat
the chance, and [ have newver regretted
that decizion. I lowe setting up areas
and situations, and having people pit
themselwes against my machinations.
It'z all about having fim”™

“Do you miss playing? Cr do you
still keep your handin it™

Kygar smiled at me. “Ch, I still
play. Mot as often az I would like teo,
though. I would miss it herribly if I
stopped playing altogether”

A Real Class Act
"AhoIzee” I zmiledback “Well when
vou play, what prefession iz your fa-
vorite one? Have you sampled™

“My faverite clazz iz healer,
though I hawve played all of the classes
at some time or aneother ™

“Whythe healer profession™

“I'm net a power player, I'm a
roleplayer. Even aza GM, the vast ma-
jority of my work iz founded deep in
the releplaying aspect of establishing
history, backgroundinformation, soci-
eties, ete. [ callit ‘worldlogic’. I like to
play healer the most because it iz a
clazz that reweolves aroundreleplaying

and character interaction. Thereizless
pressure to go out and master the
game mechaniczin order to beat zame
mechanical ercinte the ground

“The healer deal: mainly with
other players. Az with a lot of other
players, there weretimes before I be-
came a GM that [ wouldleg on fer a
couple of hours, or even a whole
evening, andnewer pick up a weapon
or set foot outside of town. When play-
ing other classzes, this isn't really rea-
sonable conduet for the characters
Fighters, mages, sorecerers, et al, need
to po out into the wilds and “attack the
world” The healer allows the worldto
corne to them”

He stopped for a moment, then
added with a sigh, "Though playing
isn’t quite the samefor me anymeore”

Iwasz puzzled. "How o™

“Well, az a CM, | know how ev-
erything works,” hereplied "The mys-
tery of it all poes away. I like tointeract
with other players, but knewing the
game az ] de now, there iz little that
can surprise me.”

I nodded. “I could zee how that
might happen”™

“I guess that's why [ always tell
people to concentrate lesz on mechan-
icz andmoere on enjoying themselwes”

He chuckled wryly.

An Unexpected Tour

“What would you sayis your realm of
expertizse in G387 [ pazed at him, not
really knewing which of hiz many tal-
ents he would chooze.

Kygar locked a little surprized by
the question. "I don't see myszelf as
concentrating on any cne aspect of
GS. T have triedto get myfingers into
just about everything. I guessif I had
to pick one thing, it would be area or
creature design. But [ have alzo done
spells and all sorts of mechanies”

“Mazter of all trades™ [ zmiled
coyly at hirm.

He prinned. "I den’t know about
master.. . but [ like to be inveolved in

everything.”

{Condrued onpogeé)

[CoreT ol Blues, condnued frompage &)

in the process. He told me hiz name
had onee been Crrrrr, but that it had
been changed to the name Uunuuuh
when he lost the last of his teeth and
no longer could growl properly. MNot
wanting to spendthe whole afternoon

giving speech lessons, I teld him my
narne was Muh.

The Unknown Poet

After we had talked for quite some
time, Uuuuuh took on a conspiraterial
tone and said he had something to
show me. With a furtive glanee at the
mine entrance, he dashed up to the
old sign there and pried it looze. Re-
turning to the bush with his prize like
a deg might with a bone, he flipped
over the oldpiece of wood. The frent,
of course, bears the troll warning “ter
ukit tritk” [ nowlearnedthat the back
was inseribed in smaller seript with a
zeries of troll wor dz. The ancient trell
proudly anneounced that he was the
oneliving troll poet, andthat this was
hiz lif e’z master work.

It zeems that he had labored on
thiz poem for years. Onlyin his dotage
had it oecurred te him to write his
master work dowm. Unfortunately for
him, no sconer hadhe done sowhen a
yvoung trell whe was tired of incursions
into the mine had taken the piece of
woodmy friendhad used and nailedit
to the entrance of the mine to warn
strangers. Thiz seemed quite tragic to
me, butmytrell poet chuckled over it
and inzizsted that hiz fellow trolls had
heneredhim greatly by putting his art
on public display. I didn’t hawve the
heart to point cut te him that nebeody
couldread the back of the sign when it
waz fastenedto the mine entrance.

My talk with Uuuuuuh.. excuse
rme, Uuuuuh. . lasted meost of the day
andmight hawve pone on into the night
except that he expired of old age in the
midst of explaining why it was that
trellz eat everything they come acrozs.
Hiz explanation seemed to be beiling
down te “because they can” when he

{(Condnued onpare 24)
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(Truesriew uith Fyoer condnued frompare 5)

“Do you have a favorite area or
eritter that you have designed™

Kypgar got a twinkle in his eye.
“Shall I show you my zoo™

“Oooch!!l” T exclaimed, nodding
repeatedly. “T lowe toursl™

Kygar made sure [ waz{ollowing,
then led me dewm a dark tunnel inte
what he callzthe Eestiary. [ wag gush-
ing. “Thisis the hest part of interviewr-
ing for me..”, until I saw what this
room contained. “Oh, padzeocks!” I
whispered, then fell silent. Platforms
and pedestals were seattered around
the cave, most of which held the form
of a menster—sohleupir chieftain, spec-
tral meonk, kral mere, what-have-you. I
repeated the names to myself as we

passed them by. I was hoping that

these were merely mock ups, or waz
type figures, but that notion wras
quickly shattered

“All of the creatureshere [ either
designedmyszelf,” Kygar explained, “or
participated in their design. Fortu-
nately,” he prinned, “they are all
frozen’”

I smiled weakly. “Uh huh. Quite
fortunate.. for me” GCracious, they
“Thiz iz quite a
um... collection.” I pulpednervously as
I walked past something a small
plaque identified az a miner pogor. It
seemed to follow me with itz malewo-
lently glowing green eyes. I glanced at
itz leng, sharp, blocdstained elaws,
and hurriedly caught up with Kygar,
who had alreadymevwed on ahead

He was saying, “Let's see, [ think

were  reall

the first ones I helped do were the
lizar dmen. The sohleugir” Kygar indi-
cated an immebile reptilian ereature
off tohizright. "One of the other CMs
waz deoing an area and needed some
creature design concepts. I proposed
the lizar dmen and outlined the design
spees. Another GM  implemented
thermn. All of the others came about as
I built the Seclfar Strake and associ-
ated areas”™
I stopped again by anether heast I
had newver zeen before. Thiz one was
labeled a kizkaa raax It appeared
lizard-like, with a stubby, triangular
tail covered with a lumineus chitinens
plate. Hard scaled and spiky. Ugh.
“Cads, Kypar..” I zaid with a small
ameount of revulsion. “These arereally
(Condrued onpored)

Song of the Spider Cemple: Yorty Lkegs Spindly by ITojo Cremolos

In peaceful weoodlands by a breek,
Tucked deep inside aforest nock,
A dark and sinister temnple lurks,

E ef ouling lloura’s beautiful works.

Unhelyrites are practiced there.
An altar black loomzin the air.
Priestz of darkness, acolytes,
Praize a spider in eldritch rites.

Eloated Hrassk the spider god!
Swollen mammeoth arachnidstred,
Within the tracery owerhead

Beyondthe onyx deoer theyrefed

Inzatiablythe preat bugs eat,

A feast of blood andhuman meat.
Black-zouled zervants serve the meal
Praising Hrasskin prayer they kneel.

Within this ternple we came at last,
Dispusted by thiz darkrepast.

We zet about to stop the fiends,
Evforee, bymagic, by anymeans.

Like spiders’ legs, in eight there are,
Corridorsthat stretch afar.

Cne central chamber for their rites,
An altar rizes to the heights.

Andeellzfor thozse whowill be eaten,
Amplyfedsotlesh will sweeten,
Topleasze the piant spider’s taste.

Mo human flesh will go to waste.

Within each room we slewthe priests,
Andservantzthere preparing feasts.
And acolytes we slew az well,
Wewatchedtheir bodiez reoil and sweell.

A phastly sight to make one choke,
Eursting open in wisps of smaoke,
Eodies spewedforth spider hor des.

We staredin horrer, lost for wer ds.

Atlength we came to the onyx door,
Fearful of what thereliein store.
Ot of the chamber andinto lair,
Towering spiders seurrying there.

Suddenly something descended on me,
Demens of eszence and electrieity.
Lostin alimbeo of featureless black,
I zerambleduntil [ made mywayback.

Onefriendlay dead, othersin cocoons,
Arachnidsinflicting terrible weun ds.
Others escaped before they wouldfall.
And 40 legs spindly andheorrid I saw.

Dashing fer cover I racedfeor a deor.
Spelled by a priest, I fell to the floor.
Coveredin webs, priest cursing at me,
I prayedthat Eissa was smiling onme.

The priest gestured, [ cringed az I zaw,

Ezzence brought forthin a great
tireball

Itroared from hiz hand az heissued a
shout.

Stunnedand enfire I swooned and
passed out.

I came to and pazsed out often that
night,

The priest never letting me out of his
sight.

When at last he was pone, I escapedmy
CoCoor

Thanking the godz{for a penerous boon.

The cell now waz empty, [ fearedfor
my soul,

I hastilyrang out of that evil hele.

A pulsein my ring..in the cell 1
remained|

Ilet out awail, a woeful refrain.

{Condrued onpoge?)
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A Ilose for Crouble

By Schnozz Sunbifer

7/ ay, heya, all you folkd Menameis Schnozz [ spose afore I start talkin’
22 M| chouldtell yashow] gots me name. Everbody asks, an’ I don't"spect ya'll
i - are gonna be any diffr’'ent It ain’t too special, like some 0" those elfie
names what ya hear, like Running Deer or sech It ain't cuz I gotsthis great semse
o smell, or cuz menoseisreal purty or sumthin’. | got me name Schnozz cuzo
me cousin Bleeds, an’ it's cuz o’ me that Bleeds got his name too.

See, ['s a human, an’ am from the human part—the big part—o me family.
Bleeds, he'z from the elfie part o' the family, the part we humanfalk don’ talk "bout
much, "ceptin’ when we's drunk an’ feelin’ kinda funny an’ all. It was one o those
times that we gots our names, when we wuz both little kids an’ din’t have noname
vet, "ceptin’ mebbe, “Hey, you' or
sumthin’ zimlar, We wuz both
"bout 10 years eld, an’ there was a
big party goin’ on at the ole
aneestral family eastle,

Everbody got funny that day,
evern me n Bleeds We wasn't
"sposedto, but the big folk weren't
feelin’ up to watchin' out fer uz, an’
when they turned theys' backs we
snuck a big flask o' sumthin’ what
tasted horrible but made uz fesl
right silly effa sumbuddy’s table.
We took it outside to th' little
house where they keep alla
horsies, an’ shared the whele flazk
together. That was when [ dared
Eleeds ta jump outta th' big cak
tree just outside o' the horse
housze.

Now, I didn't "spect he was

In a corner of the Kelfow's

Landing Main Town Square...the
earryin’ on that'’s poin’ on in there!

really gonna do it, but there he
went up the tree and jumped! He triedta do this neat flip, butinsteadlanded on
hiz face

It shore looked like it hurt, an’ | feltkinda bad, but when he got up he was
bleedin’ everwhere an’ for some reason I started ta laugh That was when he
punchedme innanose. I bleda lot too, an’ me nose swelledup big as a pumpkin!

Now, normally we woulda got in a mess o’ trouble fer sumthin’ like this but
allth’ oldfolkwasfeelin’ so sillythat they decidedit was time fer uzboth ta get
our big-folknamesinstead. Sowe become Bleeds'n’ Schnozz, an’ life ain’t newer
beenth’ same since.

Bleeds, he went ta thiz place called Kelfour's Landing (I knows howta spell
it, cuz [ checkedl) an’ | stayed hereta learn to fight. [ don” know what he'sbeen
dein’ all these yearsz, but just this week [ decidedit wuz "bout time fer me tapay
hirn a wigit (an’ maybe punch him inna noge, but don’t tell him). S0 I gots me stuff

(Condnued onpare 12 )

(Song of the SpiderTenmple, condrued frompage€)

I waztrappedin the hellhele, andthe
only way out,

Ledthrough priests and their servants
lurking abeut

[ waz trapped and couldnever winto
the doar,

Where spiders colossal covered the
floar

Cetting timely assistance from friends
on the net,

Hiding and sneaking would get me
home yet

I hid and preceded to go I:hmugh the
door .

A priestess could seeme, toher dark
god she swore.

Inmyhaste I' dforgotten to meak
through the room!

Mandibles snickered, preparing ry
deorn,

A horrible soundthat made my skin
erawl.

And4o legs spindly andhorrid I saw,

I'ranlike a schoolpirl witheut lnu];:ing
back,

Caining the room with the altar of
black.

Safe here but still myheart beat apace

I knewnet the wayto get out of the
place.

Fearful of what lay behind ewvery turn,
I got on the net to see what [ could
learn

My thoughtsfilled with horrer, as |
thought back in awe,
Of the 40 legs spindly andhorrid [ saw

Assistance forthcoming, I was rescued
at last

By aranger of valor and a glorious past

But my sleep nowis trouble, I've been
dreaming of all,

Those 40 legs spindly andhorrid I saw
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kord Strom's Plain Cruth:
A Crip through the Broken Lands

by kord $trom O Berin

4

POWeET. Power in thiz instance iz a
cormbination ef skills andlewels or, in
cazes of skill lack, your lewvel alone can
get youin.

At Level 28 you ecan pet in,
regar dless or your training. The gods
have determined that being in your
©8th year of training is power enough.
(Of courze, thiz means a lot of monks
and lichesmust die. Think of them a=
the steel polems of old You fight
these and
reconnoiter the area until you know it
better than the back of your handl

With sorme advanced planning yeu
can get into the Eroken Lands to die
even more quickly. Several skills are
uzed to determine your power. I will
net say howmuch is encugh. To quete
one god, “Tou should never reach a
point where training in any skill iz too
much.” There are three zkillz which
definitely are uzed to determine your
survival power.

Vital Survival 5kills

Thefirst skill iz that ef runes. To enter
the Erocken Land: from the Misty
Chamber in the Menastery, you must
read a rune that iz spinning like a coin
(which, by the way, looks preat with
the praphicfront end). I would think it
obvious that the better you are with

runes, the quicker you can decipher
this marwel I should rmake note here

etting into the BErcken Lands
requires  that one has
achieved a certain arnount of

endlezs  swamms of

that you also may have need of runes
to addteo the spellz you knew, in order
to have a decent chance of survival
Cne which comes immediately to
mindiz True Ereath. Thosefog beetles
smell real bad.

The zecond and third zkills are
necessary becauze of the terrain you
tnust travel in. The Eroken Plains are

filled with shattered rocks, boulders,
and fog. These all combine to make
trawel  diffieult and  dragping
impossible, whether you hawe a
container of loot or a dead companien
in towr

To Spell or Not to Spell?

I want to make a caution and an
observation here. The £5th rank spells
from beth open and closed channeling

are nzeless here and further on The

A vitaf sprvreal dbdflin the
Broken Landsis that of
deciphering mvstic runes.

Flains seem to be within some large
enclosed area, so Galf Lightning will
not weork (zee  “Bpells, Open
Channeling”; #1285 in the temes). The
Dark Crotto iz a ecawvern, so  Gall
Lighming will not work there either.
Rangers, clerics, healers, and
zorcerers shouldplan en other spells,
and fighters, it appears, need to
depend on a great deal of poodluck.
The spell Trensference (zee
“Spellz, Clozed Channeling”; #1285 in
the tomes) iz aneother that will not
work. Troansference allows one to travel
to some person. Eecause of the
level/power requirements, the spell is
dizallowedin these areaz. The chances
of survival for zomeone without the
power is slifn. I can only think the gods

fear some youngster might cireurnvent

their prohibition and enter the Ercken
Landz in thiz manner. One canneot
even use thiz spell unless one iz cloze
to, or already of, the proper power.
Healerz and eleries in particular hawve
zeveral spells they will get first to fulfill
their calling. All thiz really deoes is
make getting aidharder. [ didmention
farniliars, rings, and ESP are
prohibited here too?

Not Just Social Climbing

Climbing iz a requisite to clamber ower
the rocks and other debriz. While it iz
true you do not hawve to have much
zkill here, you had better have some.
With weak elimbing gkills, it takes you
a lot of time to zcale each obstacle
When youleave one area to enter the
nezxt, you wait for time to passtoready
yourself for the or deal to come.

While you are waiting helplessly,
the hoodedfigure who was waiting for
you has a field day. He (or shej castza
Dispel on you, then a Vulnerabilisg (so
vou justlost that True Ereath and are
now -2ERE). Tou are now weakened
and, for fun, the figure castz an &-
wave to keep you helplesz a while
lenger. As the figure prepares to blast
vou, a fop beetle runs in and lets loose
a fog of poizonous gas. Sinee your True
Ereath iz pone and you are prone, you
do not dedge the cloud. You are dead
even before the fipure’s E-blast or
Touch of Destruesion hits you and
shatters your skull.

Perception iz another skill that
helps. With greater perception, you
can find easier paths to take. If you can
find paths matchedto your zkill, you
can get the time to cast a spell to
protect yourself or, perhaps, cabm that
beetle or figure andreplace a spell you
lost. Perception iz also necessary to get
to the Dark Grotte, although someone
elze can point the wayfor you.

In the Dark Crotto, shortesz and
erushing weapons skill come in han dy,
but thatiz a story for anecther day.

Stay safefor now, andif net, make

zure you have a good healer cloze at
handl #
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iTrestew uith Eyoar condnued frompage )
ugly mensters” [ pointedto the kiskaa
raax, then back tothe gogor.

Kygar neodded, and hiz smile
broadened. “Those are the ‘johnny
come lately’ one:”™ He pointed to
sormething [ immediately recopnized a
magnificent wild cat. It waz a puma,
with itz tawny, almest gelden coat of
luzurions fur highlighted with pristine
white. It had aferal gleam in its eyes,
showing it to be a predater in every
senze of the word

Logical Creatures

Kygar went onto explainin depth his
philosophy on critter creation. “As I
got more andmere inte deing crea-
tures, the logic I uzed for them be-
carne more andmere cormplex. I began
towork with theidea of creatures haw-
ing entire sl:uell liztz that thE.'}F would
choozefrom in an intelligent manner,
rather than just ene or tweo random
spells. So the latest run of ereatures
fromme, starting with the hooded fig-
ures, arefocusedmore onthe magical
realm than the arms realm. While the

I assumed, to myself, that this
meant that there would someday be
other critters createdto fill in the gaps.
Eut az that wasz a hig assumption, [ de-
cided to mowve on.

“If you had your druthers, what
changes would you make to G537

Kygar thought about that enefer
a little while. “You know, that'z ahard
one to answer for one Imajor IEa20m. I
don’t see GemStone as a static parne
envirenment. The daythat CemStone
iz "dene’ iz the dayit dies CemStone
will alwayszneedto change and growto
stay wiable. 5o when you ask what
changes [ would like to see, well, v

erything  at some point”  Kygar
grinned..
Ilaughed “Ckay. Fair encugh,” I

gaid smiling,

“Mow if you mean what immed-
ate needs the game has, that'z a differ-
ent matter,” heinterjected

“Tou can addreszthattoo”™ I gave
him a small wink.

“Right new, we need some meore
high-level creatures. Mot just greater
diversity in the lewvels covered, but to

I don't seemyself as concentrating on any eneaspect of G5,

I havetried to get my fingers info justabout everything...

GemStonewill altays need to changeand grow to stay viable”™

earlier ereatures, such az the lizzies,
purnaz, rats and eats, ete, are more
arrns-uzer type”

I nedded my eyes still on the
pumna. “Dees thiz increase the diffi-
culty of arms users actually killing
them ™

Kygar noddedback. “I think so”

“Thiz a geodthing™ [ smiled

“A pood thing? Well, let’s zay I
den’t thinkit's a bad thing. I thinkwe
need to have a mix, a wider diversity
than we have now. But that doez not
inwalidate the worthines:z of the crea-
tures as they exist. That make sense™

“Tez” [ nodded.

“1 recognize that some classes,
sorne character types, have no hope
against some of the high-end creatures
I have done”

extend the upward limit alzo. The
Arms Bealm needs some serionz work
dene to it to make playing an arms
uger unique and exciting. The Sceiety
system needs to be expandedte in-
clude one or two more societiez. And
the spell listz in peneral need a lot of
work. Mow, the goodthing is that all of
these are actively being worked on,
though I'm neot be able to offer specific
comtnents on any pending projects”

I smiled to myself. I had heard
that proviso befare.

“Unfortunately, direet contribu-
tions from me by way of new crea-
tures, new areaz, ete, iz about to be
over.”

M}rstm'iuus Future
“T have heardthat you hawe a new pro-
ject. What can you tell e aboutit™

Kygar said, “That's correct, I'tm in-
volvedin anew garne that's being de-
veloped. T'll be heading that pame up
az Produet Manager. I can't say too
much about it yet. It will be a mult-
player roleplaying style pame centered
around selving mysteries. [ts name will
be Meodusz Operandi. It's a project that
we are deing in partnership with Mys-
terious Press, a major publisher of
mystery  bocks”™ He chuckled .
urmn...mysteriously. “Coming to a net-
work near youl”

“Any time frame on when it will
be available to the public at large™

“#fraid I ean’t comment about
timeframes or possible netwerk avail-
ability yet”

I pot an impish smile onmy face.
“Well, I had to try...” Kygar tickled
me, and] grinned back unrepentantly.

“Howewver,” he continued, “one
thing that I dohope iz that even with
full-time invelwement in thiz new
game, [ want to still be able to come
backtomy cldhaunting greunds here
and continue to throw moenkey
wrenches into things”

Kygar chuckled quietly. T den’t
plan te be gone entirely”

“Well, it wouldbe a shame if you
were totally gone. I think you would be
mizzed...Ohl” I snappedmy fingers as
sormething poppedinte memery. Ky-
gar raised an eyebrowin my direction.
“Are you still hiring fer Modus
Operandif I seetn to recall a reading a
fewpostzin the BE regar ding possible
positions”

Kygar zaid, “"People can send re-
quests for applications to MYSTERTS
if they areinterested. We will be lock-
ing to expand the staff with assistants
when we get ready to golive”

“Allright,” I looked over my list of
notes, “do you have anything else you
would like to add? About life in gen-
eral, 35, or words of wisdom, ete.™ I
smiled at hitn.

“Hrm, CemStone words of  wis-
dom...” he smiled. "Don’t forget to
have fun. That's why we are all here

[ Condrued onpare 12 )
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Q, Chou Cruel, Inconstant Hrchitecture
Part 3: Che Same Old Song

by Eontra Songstren

Forewermore.

I'll lowe you absrays and,

He whizpers to her,

Forewermore.

Az hiz lips brush elese to hers,

Shelaughs and daneces merrily away,

Holding hiz promise cloze to her
heart.

The year poesz by and still they court,

Their daysfilledwith danee and
speort.

But shortly there will arrive

Mews of great import.

Hiz Lord, hiz Liege,

Awrayhe must pofor He ishesieged.

Andsohe arms himeelf, to goforth
and strive

Azheridesforth to help win the day,

Heturnstoher andbegins to zay,

Forewermore,

When I return, we shall marry and
lowe. ..

Forevermore.

He haz heen taken by surprise.

Those bandits had worn a priestly
guize.

Hefought brave andhar dthat day,

Eutin hiz own bloodhe lay.

Hizlast pasp inred, frothy spray,

Forevermore.

The maiden iz still there by the gate,

Her love's wor ds still running threugh
her mind

Determinedte learn his passing fate.

Andtheugh she’s net certain what she
will firnd,

The maiden iz there, and still she
wraits.

Eut the truth we know, and theugh
we abher,

The zadtruath iz zhe’ll wrait,
forevermeoere.

Forevermore.

Az the last chord zang from the man-
delin, and the final nete of my voice
trailed off, there wagz nothing but si-
lence from the pathered erowd in the
inn. That iz one of my faverite reac-
tions, becausze I knew they were en-
thralled by mymusic. Those moments
of silence aztheyrealize that the song
iz ower, that theywere lost in the mu-
gic, asthereal world beginz elamering

Kaerilvn and I were inseparable.,
We spent our days in the forest
and our nights curfed up by the

fire in each other’s arms

for their attention again. Uprearious
applause suddenly assaulted me as
men and women of all races were zi-
multanecusly clasping my hand, pat-
ting my back, demanding mere musie
andthrowing silver at me. I knew bet-
ter, howewer; the secret to suceeszs was
in keeping yourselfin demand Irmade
nomore muzic that eve.

“T'm sorry, but I'm rather tired
and must retire for the night, rest as-
sured, gentle people, that I shall sing
OICE MOT e toInorT oW evening.

Dizappeinted exclamations arose
frorm the entire erowd and as I mmowed
past the innkeeper, I asked him to

sendmy supper up tomy reom. MNod-
ding hiz agreement, he turmed and
barked at his daughter to ready my
foodandImademywayupstairs

After dinner, I thought abeutmy
upcorming journeyto Kelfour's Land-
ing. My mother had sugpested I po
there tomake myfortune All kinds of
tales had reached us in Eelryn Keep
about the adventuresto be hadin and
around the Landing I think many
shook the tales off as sheer faney, but
my mother and [ eould hear many
truths in theose tales. Thiz iz a talent
that seemns to run in my mether’s fam-
ily, and has served me many a time. I
had studied az abard for the past five
wears, and could po nefurther in Eel-
ryn Keep. It wasz time for me to move
on. Hopefully, while in Kelfour's
Landing, I'd have the chance to meet
and learn from Thke Bamd, Lord
Enegue Licnheart. Evenif I couldn't
learn from him, the training to be had
in the Landing far surpasszed all that
could be had at home. It waz obvious
that myfuturelayin that far-off town.

“Tll be there in four days, pre-
vided I den't stop and spend meore
time at any inns along the way,” I
thought to myszelf. Surely my destiny
could stand another four days wait.

Lying dowm for cleep, my
thoughts driftedback to my childhood
and all the events that led down this
path I had taken, to thiz quest to earn
fame, fortune, and meowledge.

PR
My earliest memeories are of my

mother, Gwendelyn, singing to me.
She haz one of theose pure voices, the
type that makes you believe in angels.
Sheiz ahuman bard. Myfather waz an
elf. My mother wouldn't tell me much

about him; net what type of elf, from
(Conénued onpore 14)
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(Piose forTouble, condnued frovvpage?)

together, an’ started on me trip. It took me a while, but I {inally got ta Kelfour's
Landing, an’ that's where me real story starts, cuz let me tell you, friend, this towm
iz one weind placel

Weren't five minutes after | walkedinta town, that some bloke walkedup ta
me while [ was stan &mg inzide the city gates, eountin’ the guards (you should
always count th” guards when ya come to a new city, just in caszel Dat’s what
Bleed: sez, anyways). Anyhoo, [ wasthinkin’ of headin’ south inta the city, when
suddenly this bloke named Fred pops inta view. I'm thinkin’ that Frediskindaa
silly name, when this Fred guy starts tatalk

“Exzcuse mel” he says. (I knowhe talks kinda funny, but I'stryin” ta be aerit )

“Yeah™ I asks, wondering what this dod wants.

“Tmnew!” he sez “I needhelp!”

So Ilooks at him. He's nekkid as a jaybird! Ain’t wearin a thing! "You shore
does,” [ sez, an’ leave afore he tries sumthin’,

Already I'm havin® akinda badimpression o' thiz Kelfour's place, what with
nekkidfolk accostin’ ya on the street! Sonow I's tryin’ ta shake this nude puy, and
I head south andthen slip into thizlittle place what has a sign that sez "Furrier”
on the oustide. Furrier than what I dunno-maybe there’s some kinda hairy
contest goin’ onin town-but [ figure mebbe somebody there kin tell me where
might sell this pelt I took from this rabid sheep what attacked me outside the
gates. Sol getzinside andrealize I gotreal lucky, cuz | done stumbledinto apelt
shop. So [ hands the pelt to th' proprieter, an’ azks him what I might getefer my
pelt (I means the sheep’s pelt what [ got, not myy skin. I 'spose you knew that, tho )
Soanyways I asks him,

Helooks at it an’ sez “T'll give you 10, possibly as much as 13 for it

WNow what kinda answer iz that, I asks yaP He gots the derned pelt right there
in his hands; howmany times does he gotta touch it ta give ya afirm priee? I pets
kindamadan’ yells at him a bit.

“Fer eryin’ outloud!” I yellz. “Ya got the dernedthing right therein front of
yer facel Howmuch are ya gonna pay® ™'

I rausta seared'im, euz his hands started a-ghakin’ an’ heforks over 10 coins
fer the derned pelt Figures.

I heads west a bit iln‘ng the North Ring Road, tho I din’t see no rings layin’
about (an’ I looked real hard, too) an' then szouth on the first street I
sees-E ith Street. Lo an’ beholdwhen I get there, | finds meself face-taface
with a bath housel Now [ figger that [ could use abath, even thoI took one last
month, cuz I's newin town an’ not smellin’ like a wolverine kin shore help a guy
make friends. So I goes inside

Right away when | goesin | sees thiz neat-lockin’ tapestry, an’ then this feller
comesin the front door, runs past me, an’ goes behindthat verytapestryl 1 figpe
that must be where all the baths are, z01 goes behindthe tapestry too.

Well, the feller is there all right, butit ain’t a very big room, an’ it only has one
real small bath. Their bath looks kinda like a chair, an’ there’s this chain hangin’
from the ceiling, an’ this feller is yankin' on the chain like hizlife depended onit!
He pullzit eight or nine times afore he notices me, an’ then he rusta got mad cuz
he glares at me an’ starts jumpin’ up and down! Locked derned silly dein’ it teo,
like some 12-year-oldkid. Soheleaves, an’ I'm a-lockin at this chain, wonderin’
what's so fun about pullin’ on it I triezit once, an’” a whole mess o’ water comes
shootin’ down the middle o” thiz chair an’ dizappears! Warn't too excitin’ the, an’
then that same feller showed up an’ glared at me agin. [figgered mebbe he had

paid ta be alone in there fer a while, so’z [ left. I decides I'll gets me a nice hot
(Condrnaued onpare 13)

I:‘?

{Tnieriew uith Ryger, condrued frompaged)
after all. I think that all too often it is
easy to get o attached to the people
andthings in CemStone, that we start
taking it too seriously”

I nodded. “That’strue”

“You only get angry when you care
about something after all”™ Kygar
winked at me.

“Anything else you want to ask™

“Hmmm." Another look at my
notes... “Nope, acmﬂﬂy, that wasit”™

He gave me a sidelong glance
“Perhaps dispel the myths about my
tendency to bite people™

[ flushed guiltily, feeling like I had
been caught in the harboring of false
azsumptions. | cleared my threat
“Well, I'll add that Cause I thought
yvou did... for awhile” I coughed

A Visit to the Laboratory
Kygar smiledmildly. “T do tendto be
pretty serious and business like when
I talk to folks, but I am really a very
easygoing person.” Hegavemea winlk.
“Ohl” he exclaimed. “T didn't show you
the labl Eweryone always wants to
knowwhere | concoct some of my ex-
otic ideas” With that he led me
through anatur al arch in the cave, and
into his Laboratory. “Well, thiz iz it!”

MNeozious fumes and strange odors
filled the air in this small cave, making
my eyes water. A old wooden table
stoodin the center of the cave, loaded
with odd equipment andbits of things
I didn’t want to examine too closely. |
could also zee 2 well-used hammer
and anwil, large brazier and a brass
athanor. OCuriosity owver came
squeamishness, and | peeked at the
stuff on the table—a large mortar and
pestle, a grinding stone, a glass beaker,
aniron pot, a ceramic pot, a filter and
aglassred

Kygar explained, “All the tools fer
making magical items, sewing together
new creatures, ste”

I giggled a little, thinking of the
completed beasties | had seen in the
other room; they all startedright here,

(Condrued onpage 18)
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bubble bath later, afta I et my fill &’
supper atth’ local inn.

So I leawes the bath housze, an’
keepsheadin’ south. I'min a eormer of
what appears ta be the main Town
Square, right near thizinn. It looks as
if there’s a whole lotta stuff pein’ in the
center o the Square, zo [ wanders over
that waysz a bit.

The carryin’ onthat’s goin’ on in
therel I don’ ewven know where ta
begin! First there’s this feller named
Harcourt, an’ he seerns ta be arpuin’
with most ewerbody there. I can't quite
figger out what all th’ eommetion iz
about, but then some lady makes the
mizstake @’ smilin’ at Hareourt, an” he
drags her west an’ then everbody
jurnps up an’ starts runnin’ that way,
pullin® out theys’ weapon: an’
preparin’ spells. I pguess they all
wanted ta help kill that girl fer smilin’.
Tweren 't werynice by me, but hey, it’s
theys own business.

Sol sits down fer a spell tarest me
feet, when suddenly this
appears outta nowheres! [ duck my
head in caze it's gonna start rainin’
dwrarwes, but then I sees that he pots
one o' them geldrings on hiz finger, zo
Ifipger hemust be some kind o’ dwarf
Mavigator. That's when th' breeze
shifted, the, an’ I caught wind o’ this
gaffer, an’ I realized that he shore
don't emell like ne Mawigater! I
wrinkles menose and coughs a bit, an’
I puesz he pot the hint "cause he pulls
thiz decomposing fish cutta hisbeard
an’ then heads over tatheinn, I puess
ta eat hiz fish. Ceez, this town is fulla
character:l

dwrarf

I leans against the benches ta try
restin’ apain, when suddenly this
woman named Sleepy runs through
the square, an’ a second later comes
thiz whole mob o people, swords an’
shields drawm, chasin’ after her! They
swoop on by, yellin® stuff an’ preparin’
theys zpells. I puess they = playin’ tag
er sumthin’. Strange, grown adults
carryin on like that!

When I leans against the bench,

me head bumps inta sumthin’, and
when [ turnz around]l seesthat there's
thiz pretty erystal-lookin’ gizme with a

. N
R o -'r'_-ll [ LI

People starts poppin’in an’
fandin’ aff over th! Square... all

wearin them Navigator rings!

chain zittin’ on the bench. I figger 1 kin
giveit to some prettylady [ meets later
on (but hepefullynet in #his town, the
way people seern ta actl) an’ puts it
around me neck. There's a smudge o
dirt on it, tho, so I rubsit a hitta clean
it up, an’ suddenly [ kin feel the
thoughts o° dozens o pecplel

Nowthisizkinda searyfer me, cuz
I usually have a hard enough time
collectin’ me cwn thoughts much less
everbody elses’. It's especially rough
right new, cuz the people what's
thinkin® I kin feel, seem to be having
zome kinda arpument about what I
guess is a critter calledan ook, an’ they
iz arpuin’ sumthin fiercel Seems some
people believe in this ook critter, anin
a whole buncha other strange stuff
too, like a mo-dumd critter an’ some
kinda new armer called e mail.

The other folks, they don't seem ta
beliewe in ooks, an they seems purty
upset that the believin’ folks are trying
ta spread their views in alla other
peoples’” heads MNow frankly, I don't
beliewe inneo ook or no mo-dutnd, an’
I never seen ne e mail afore, but it
folks wants ta beliewve, that’s awrite
with me. But mymemma alwaystold

me ta never, ever foree mereligion on
other people, o thinks that they who
believweszin ocks and sech should keep
it outta other peoples” heads. Eeligion
shouldbe a private kinda thing.

So I'm sittin there ponderin’ coks
and mo-dumbs, an’ wonderin® which
one would be tougher ta kill, when
suddenly I pets this strangefeelin’' I'm
bein’ watched. I glanee around, an’ I
geez thiz miniature paintin’ just
hangin’ therein the air, an’ it’s gettin’
bigger an’ bigger, an’ [ sees this
creature in the middle of it! T pets
seared an’ eoversme eyes, an’ when [
locks up there’s this shert, round,
hairylittle critter lockin® at me, an’ he
1 Kodosz
wonderin’ what a Kedeos is, an’ if it's

ez he's So now I'm
related to an ook when thiz Kedeos
eritter rubz Ais amulet (2o much fer
surprisin’ that girl; I betcha she has
onetool) an’ then I hear him thinkin’,
“Mazs Cuardin Tee Ezsl”

Mowr, [ ain’t all that bright, but I
ain’t none too dumb, neither, zo I
fipgered right away that I must be in
that Tee Ezz place, but fer the life &
me I couldna seewhat was there worth
guar din’ ‘cept fer afew acornzlyin’ on
the pround! I figgeredI should domy
part puardin’ the place, the, an’ I stood
up an’ got outme swordan shield, an’
that’s when the mass part come.

Lordy, the people that starts
poppin’ in, left and right! They was
comin fram everplace, an’ landin’ all
over th' square. They was tall people,
an’ short people, an” dwarf-lockin®
people, an’ elfies, an’ some more o
themn Kodos critters, an’ they was off
wearin® them MNawvigator ringsl [ was
afeard someone waz gonna land en
me, 2o [ hidunner th’ bench. An’ that's
where I'in gonna stop talkin’ fer now,
cuz 'm purtythirsty an’ [ pots ta wait
fer these folks ta po away =o'z I can
come out an’ get me a drink.

Jeepers, now Tz tired, hungry,
thirsty, sore and confused! An’ sick o
hidin’ unner thiz here bench! I shore
wizh Eleeds would show upl 4
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where, or anything, just that he had
died before [ waz born. That wasz fine
by me. Meost of the humanz in our
towm were prejudiced apainst elwves.
They never treated me badly because
theylovedmymother so, but I learned
early on to let my hair grow long
encugh to cover my ears. Inthatway,
everyone could believe that I waz just
a slender, lithe human boy, meore
graceful than mest girls.

did you learn to dothat™

“Why, I just made the same pes-
tures and utterings that yeu do when
wou cast that spell. Did[ do semething
wrong, Maother ™

Laughing az she picked me up in
her arms, she swung me around and
said, "Me, dearest, I'm just pleased
that you are one who can utilize the
Ezzence of thizs world. Tell me Contra,
what do you wish to be™

“A bard, just like you”

“Tell me Contra, what do you wish to be?” my mother asked,

"Abard, just liceyow,” I replied seriously,
“And a bard you shall be, my son.”

Wenever seemedto want for any-
thing. Mymeother wouldmake money
from the inns singing and from her
foraysinto the wilds killing leszer ores
and pgobling. There were no other
bards in tewn, and felks would give
her a silwer or twofor identifying and
appraising cbjects. She alsoreceiveda
larpe annual sum of silver, partof an
inheritanee from arich unele of hers.

My rmusical talents were apparent
at a wery young age; I learned to play
the mandelin and harp and my voice
waz quite good. I'd fence with my
mother, helping her keep her edge
while learning the sword myself.
When I waz 10 years old, my course
became clear onthe day I was out with
Cwen on one of her hunting forays.
She had just consigned two ores to
their maker andwas kneeling down to
search and skin them, when athird ere
jumped out of the nearby bushes
Serearning hizrage, swinging his end-
gel high and aiming straight for her
head, Gwen didnet have a chance to
defend herself. Suddenly, the orc
stopped dead in his tracks and fell to
the ground snering. Gwen turnedjust
in time to see me making the final ges-
tures to the Slesp spell Wasting ne
time, she jumped up and beheaded
the foul ereature with one stroke.

Turning her gaze towar dsme, her
eyes filled with questioning and
armuzement, she zaid, “Ceontra? Where

“Andabardyeu shall be, my son”

I spent the next five years learning
all that I could at my mother’s side.
Our swordplay became more intense
az ] prewin skill and finally surpassed
her, never telling her aboutthe times
I wrould steal away andleamn from the
town's puar dz. I learnedhow to sing to
an ohject, weaving Eszenee all around
it with my song, while it sang to me
about itz walue in silwer as well az any
other secrets it might hold We'd
spend many nights at The Trell
Eridge, our willage inn, singing duets
while she played the harp and I the
mandelin. Finally, a week after my fif-
teenth birthday, I went to Gwendelyn
and begged her to teach me more.

She locked at me sadly and zaid,
az che shook her head, “Contra, I can-
not teach you any more” Seeing the
surprizedleck onmyface, she contin-
ued, “T'wetaught you all that I can. Teu
knew every spell [ know, you bestme
at swordplay with easze these days I
simply have nothing left to teach you”

“Butwhat shall I de with myszelf™

“Centra, you can ne lenger hide
from the truth. I've known for zome
time nowthat vou were not meant to
stayin BEelryn Keep; you are meant for
greater things. If you'd cnly stop and
think, you would realize it’s true, no
matter how much we wish it weren't”™

“Where shall [ go™ But I knew
even as | asked the question aleud,

and she could see the lookin my eyes.

“Tes, my son, Kelfour's Landing iz
where you shall seek and find your
destiny. You've heard the trawvelers
tales. It iz besieged by ereatures and
many pecple have congregated there
to fight them off. There you will learn
mere about being a bardin one year
thanin 10years here. Perchance, you
may evern meet Lord Enegue Lion-
heart”

“Come with me, Mother!”

“MNeo, I fear I'm too old. Eesides,
the people of Eelryn Keep need me
and zo I must stay”

“Well, I guessit’s settled. I'll leawe
next week”

“Remember Contra, I'll always

love you, andyo'll always be welearme

here”
FRPREAp

Looming bef ore me was the main gate
to Kelfour’s Landing. What lay behind
it bhesidez the towm? What things
awaited me? Full of anziety, I ap-
proached the gate and banged my fist
upon its wood. A wvoice cried from
abowe me, “Who goes there™

Locking up [ sawthe puardin the
tower. [ froze, not mowing what to deo.

“Who poes there?

The silence wasz deafening. My
fear rose; [ elt almeost strangled byit.

“Who's out there, Darryn®

“It must be some poor, feehle-
minded zod. Hewon't answer me. Go
onl Get out of herel We'll not hawve the
likes of you herel”

With that he began to turn his
back on me, when suddenly, piping up
from deep inside me, I knew what I
must zay. “Waitll It iz I, Centra
Songstren, bard of Eelryn Keep. I am
heretofight for Kelfour's Lan dingl”

The puard seemedto reflect for a
moment and then shouted dowm to the
gatekeeper, “Co ahead and open the
gate, Jordan. It zeems az if we have a
new citizen to Kelfour's Landing”
And with a smug, satisfied smile, he
resumedhizwateh, on guardfer trou-

ble of anykind
[ Conénued onpage 15]
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I made mywaythrough the town
until I reached the Towm Square.
There I zaw dwarves, elves, halflings,
half-elwes andhumans of all the heroic
professions lying and sitting about the
park—chatting, singing, healing, and
picking chests. [ stood there with my
meouth agape taking it allin when this
elf turnedtowar ds me and zaid, “Hello
there, are younew here? What's your
name? I'm Thalier Farther. I'm a sor-
Cerer.”

“Centra, Contra Sengstren, hard”
I whispered az I continued to lock
about.

“Well, Contra, Contra
Songstren, bard”  he
grinned, “you lock rather
hearty, why den’t you ac-
company me to the Coastal
Cliff s fer a nyroph hant™

MNeodding my  agree-
ment, he led me back out
through the pate and up
what [ later learned was
Merchant's Foad. He teld
e that he waz in hiz sew-
enth year of studying sor-

“Those are greater ores, and they
are a little far from their neormal
demesne, theymust be looking to ex-
pandinte newterritery. Hah! Little do
they know, their flesh iz going to ex-
pandfer our swords!” Andwith that,
he gawe a battle cry and chargedin the
gang of greater orcs.

I stoodin stunned silenece, watch-
ing the fury that iz Thalior. While
swinging hiz blade inte one ore, he
cast Word of Bleeding onto another,
cauging great spurts of bleed te erupt
from the hupe beast. Mot wanting to
migs any of the action, [ lunged at the

by the time I got the dirt out of my
eyves, | could see the ore running for
hizlife down the bank. I startedto give
chage, but Thalier grabbed me by the
arm and said, “Leave him, we've pot
toomuch booty azitis. Let’s po”

“All right. Tl show some mercy
andleave him to die from hiz wounds”

Eackin tewm, we split up our trea-
sure and Thalier introduced me to zev-
eral more people, all wheorm he consid-
eredfriend. Thus began myfirst dayin
my new home, and already I waz be-
coming more wealthy andfameons.

Onrer thenext three vears, mylife
was filled with learning
new spells from the bards
in town, and killing crea-
tures surrounding the
towm. I ewen met Lord
Enepue, and he deignedto
teach me a trick or two that
I could handle at my stage
of training, I angered soine
with my carefree ways, but
I knew meost appreciated
the light werds from my
mouth that would eft bring
a smile to the face My

cery. [ quickly teld him my
history and training. I had
Never seen i soIcelel he-
fore, but I soon got usedto
the spell: he would cast.

Aswe came upon the entrance fo Mine Hoad there
were three humongous ores searching the ofearing. 1
fooked at Thalior and said, “Tve never seen ores that

big or equipped that way.”

bank account pgrew; I
bought better weapons.
Life was pood and just
when I thoughtit couldn’t
get any better, it did

My faveorite was zesing the
nymphs arms or legs twitch in pain.
Wehuntedtherefor quite a while, col-
lecting treasure, whilst Thalier filled
mein ontheloeal customs, etiquette,
and where I eould find warious town
services for adventurers.

We made our way down to Mine
Foad EBetween melees, I'd amuse
Thalier with shert songs and riddles.
Azthe day drewto a close, we decided
it would be best to head back to town
and divwy up our booty. Az we came
upen the entrance to Mine Read
there were three humengousz ores
searching the clearing. 1 locked at
Thalior and zaid, “T'we newver zeen cres
that big or equipped that way. What

manner of creatures are they?

third ere. My swor d caught him in the
forearm andI twisted my wrist. Elood
began to flow from its arm in the shape
of a huge O Thalior grinned asz he
killed the last of the ores he was fight-
ing and said, “You might want to take
up wood ecarving with a finely honed
zkill such as that”™

“Tll show you carving, Thall” I
lashed out with my sword again, this
time carving a 5 in the other arm.

“MNotbad, bard, netbhad. New, do
vou need me to show you how to kill
an ore or are you through playing with
him™ Thalior bent dowm to zearch the
two ores he had killed. My cre sud-
denly jumped away from me, bent
dewn, prabbed some dirt andflung it
into my eyes. [ yelled my dizmay and

I was leaning apainst
one of the benches in Town Square,
muging about my recent battles and
reflecting on ways that I could hawe
dene better when a soft, sweet voice
interrupted my theughts.

“Excuzeme, areyou abardr

"At your service,” [ said through
closed eyes.

“Weould you sing to thiz gem? I
wrant to knowif it’ s imbeddable”

“Certainly, whynet”

Az 1 opened my eyes, [ pazed
upen the most beautitul woman I'd
ever seen. I stared openly at her. I
think my tongue lolled from my
mouth. She, in turn, suddenly peered
into my eyes and said, “Tou've got the
(Conénued onpare 17)
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Trwraz one tired evening quite late,

When mywit I chosze to
demneonstrate,

In quiet Town Square,

(Something quiterare)

I spieda Lord asleep in his cape.

TR KHE

Lor dthief Sagan sat sleeping,
e Dreaming of critters he wasreaping,
_‘,; A pastime of the old,

™ Butall zaidandteld,
"“‘:5 Eetter than him out stalking and

9':5 sneaking.
*®

-}'ﬁ Many people tried to get his

.* attentiorn,
_}E Their namez [ den’t needto

%u mentiomn,
i They velled and hupged,
#‘E They tapped and rubbed,
':":":_ Semeone even sugpested a lynchin’.

é:é Thiz eff ort was tone awvail
The Lor dweould answer ne hail
TetThad away,
'}Lié Though rizky some zay,
‘}‘K I knew couldnot possibly fail
£

FE e
T

I announecedthat [ hada peodjeoke,
About the ways of zome evil folk,

I dewized such a plan,

T o wake thiz High Man,

Hoping he waz not a humerless

bloke.

I made mirth of the group’s retirernent
plan,

I must say the joke waz quite grand,

Allhada chuckle,

Some zides did buckle,

Then Sagan awoke and did stand.

He spoke not but went straight to his
wrork,

Crabhing my arm with afirm jerk,

Pulling and dragging,

My cloak all a’snappging,

The towm breach markedthe end ef my
srnirk.

Lord Sapan did not seem amuszed,

Of a big meouth waz I aceused!
Hemade afew signs,

I thought quite benign,

Till I fell and my bottom was bruized

Knowing sure death when I seeit,

Andnet wanting to be further hit,

I gottomyfeet,

Andheat aretreat,

Beforethe Lord gave me ahead
crit.

Much didI hide and evade,
Feeling for myjoke I hadpaid,
My butt was sore,

Walking was a chere,
Saolfelt full atonement was

rmade.

To bring thizlong talete an
end,
I eventually paid dear fer my sin,
While hacking a mere,
I turnedwith ajerk,
Andthere saw Lord Sapan’zwide
grir.

The battle was a sheort 1- swing fight,

And seeing az might makes right,

I will not be a pest,

Andne longer jest,

Aboutthe Counszel of <ACK!!=
*AL nnnfgfmn Eit Hhe dit fgﬂ'::!,}.‘rf
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most interesting eyes. Why, theyre
green, blue, brown and..”

“Multi-hued,” I choked. “Part of
my elven heritage” My mind raced,
but I soonregained contrel "My name
iz Contra, and you are?

“Kaerilyn. Kaerilyn Brevin”

“Kaerilyn,” I loved the sound of
her name on mytongue, “T will sing to
wour gem, but on one condiion”

“Oh, Contra, I really den't have
much meney. I can't afferdte..”

“The condition being that you al-
lowrrne to take you for dinner and ale™

She smiled, thought a moment
and zaid, "MNow isn't that mighty for-
ward? I den’t knew, my mother
warnedme about half -elven bards™ As
I began to protest she added, “But I
never really listened te my mother

anyway.

Az wermnade our waytowar ds the
Threk, I asked, “Andwhat doyou dot™

“I'minmyfirst year of training as
a thief,” she saidimpishly. I began to
check my pockets when she added,
“AndInewer steal from myfriends”

“Am I your friend, then™

“Maybe, we'll have to zee how
tonight goes, weon't we, Contra®™

“Kaerilyn, I hate to say it, but I
think you've stolen from me alrea dyl”

Az alock of alarm bepan to spread
across her face, and the protestations
were on her lips. [ put my finger en
thern, looked her in the eyes and zaid,
“I'm afraid you may hawe already
stolen my heart” And quickly stele a
kisz from my thief.

During the next seweral years,
Kaerilyn and I wereinseparable. We'd
spend the dayshunting in the Kalds-
fang ferest, and the nights curled up
together in front of the fire. We both
continued to grow in experience and
knewledge within our respective pro-
teszionz. I'd often entertain folks
arcundthe Town Square with my mu-
gic and she’ d provide picking services
to those returning from the surreund-
ing area with chests. People used to
joke that we made a perfect

tearn—while everyone would be lis-
tening to my musie, she could meore
easily pick their pockets Cne night
while singing at the Threk, [ stood and
anneunced, “T'd like to dedicate this
next zong to I{aeril_t,rn Erewin, a worman
who has come to mean everything to
me. Hopefully, by the time I finizh this
song, che'll be able to answer this
question.” Kaerilyn looked question-
ingly at me. “Kaerilyn, will you take
me as your hushand™ [ winked at her
az [ broke inte my song. When I had
tiniched, I lecked ower at her and
could zee tears plistening in the cor-
ners of her eyes. She came up to me
and playfully punchedmein the arm.

“Tou feooll”™ she exclaimed 1
didn’t need the length of the song to
answer!” As she nodded her head in
apreement, [ drewher in an embrace.
She mowed her head to the zide and
whizspered, “What took you so long,
wou out-of key crooner

The wedding waz set for the fol-
lowing year. On my twenty-fourth
birthday, we decidedto celebrate with
a picnie in the Kaldsfang forest, near
the brock andbridge just before Mine
Foad We spread out our blanket and
opened the basket, pulling out our
bottle of wine, hunk: of cheese, and
dried meat.

Later, [ wraz leaning againzt a tree
with her inmy arme. [ began singing a
little tunewith her namein it, andthe
strangest thing bepan to occur. The
Ezzence began to weave itself around
her, much in the same manner as
when I assess the walue of an object.
Then, the Essence began surrounding
me az well. Not wanting to break the
spell, I continuedteo sing. Finally, the
Ezzence slowly lowered itzelf inte
Kaerilyn andmyszelf. & sudden feeling
of unity with Kaerilyn overcame me. I
knew things about her that she had
never told me. Weboth gasped at the
sarne time, and zhe =zaid “The
strangest feeling just came owver me,
like..”

“l knowr, I{eltit too. I newver real-
ized such a thing was possible”

We held each other clozer and
didn’t say another word. Near the end
of the day, as we were pathering our
things, I grabbedher andtriedte steal
a quick kizs. Laughing, she pushedme

“I'm in my frst year of
fraining as a thief ” she said
Impishiy, “dnd I never steal

from Biends”

away and said, "You'll not steal things
g0 eagily from this thief” Then sheran
fromme, gigpling mischievousy.

I gawe pursuit, but tripped owver
therootz of the tree we hadbeen lean-
ing on. Pushing myszelf up from the
ground, I saw the top of her head as
she dizappeared ower a hill Az I
reached the top of the hill, I locked
around all that [ eould see. Kaerilyn
waznotin sight. The forest was partie-
ularly densze at the bottom of the hill,
and I surmised she was hiding within.
I began calling, “Kaerilynl Kaerilynl
Come on, it's getting latel Weneed to
head back now!”™ A high-pitched
seream piercing the selitide of the for-
est wasmyreply... &

[Tobe coninued |
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“Tust thought if you were poing to
mention my cave, you should see the
whele thing. Theugh that’s it. [ have
just the three rooms.

I smniled. “Just enough for what
yvouneed, eh™

“T'm a simple person” Kygar

srniled back.

Dezigning GameMaster's Credo
I thought for a mement, then asked
“Of all the areas you hawe designed,
which one didyou like the best™

“The Seolfar Strake,” he answered
promptly. “Ineluding the smeoky cavw-
ern: and Lake Marlieze”

“What are the smoky caverns™ I
wonderedif T had been there yet.

“Smeoky Cawerns are where the
tire catz andfire ratz are. I lowe hunt-
ing there because it iz zo chaotie and

fast paced”™ Kypar smiled happily.
“CGoodfor amid-level fighter”

“Chl I kave been there”™ I nodded
at him, and grinned. “Ttis a fun place.
Just my speed.”

“#ndIlike Lake Marliese becauze
Iliketo playinthe water” He smirked
alittle. “Cidd behavier for a dwarf, but
the water thereiz shallow”

“Ch yes? Tell that to Dirtheard” I
giggled, thinking of the other dwarf’s
reaction tothe lake. “MNeow, Lake Mar-
lieze iz the project you and Fawm
worked ont™

Kygar nodded. “Part of it I did
with Fawm™

"1 knowthat you trained her, but
who trained you™

“Well, I was kind of a produet of
oppertunity. I workedwith Girafer a
while, then with Reline, and then
pretty much on my own”

“How do you even begin to design
your critters or areas? What are your
preliminary thought processzes™

“Well, there are two distinet ap-
proaches to ereature and area design.
I uzethe one appropriate for the pur-
pose at the time. For example, the first
appreach iz meeting a need. This usu-
allyinwolves working with ereatures,
but can alsoinclude area design. If we

hawe a specific need, a niche that
needs to be filled, a gap in adwance-
ment progression, ete, then I ap-
proach the ereaturefrom the angle of
saying, ‘Thiz creaturenesdsto have X
OE, and ¥ DE and these special abili-
ties” An example of thizis the kral out
in Seolfar Strake. The original design
concept for that area didnet include
the presence of kral. Howeswer, we had
a speecific need to fill with sorme mid-
level, straightforward fighting crea-
tures. I decidedte de somekral, since
things like ores and trells had been
dene to excess already.” [ nodded in
agreement and appreciation of his
grazp of things.

“I knew what combat stats [ was
after, 2o the design of the kral them-
selves was fairly easy—creatures that
would swing a weapon, and present no
special or unusual combat abilities.
Heowewer, simple fighter ecreatures
tend to be a little dull, =0 I threw in
some extra pumas to kick the frenzy
lewel up a bit, and then added the
spelleasting warfarers as an extra, and
I hope exciting, challenge for that loca-
tion. The area of the Hidden Valley
and the ecreatures there were born
straight frem a need for those crea-
tures, and they are pretty much
foundedin straight, ‘mechanical’ con-
siderations (game mechanics).

“The zecond appreach is to come
up with a concept or a ‘main thread
andthen to allowr an area andthe crea-
tures to growup aroundthat coneept.
I think of this az a "natural growth’ de-
gign, rather than addressing some spe-
cific need. Mozt of the Seolfar Strake,
Monastery and areas beyond the
Monastery are of this design coneept.
Eecauze theyare ‘naturalprowth’ de-
zign, they doneot always address the
needs of every character elass or type.
I den'’t see a problem with that, and
make no apelogies for it. If there are
‘gaps in the area or creatures, then
those papz can be filled by other areas
and other creatures.

“When [ started on the Seclfar
Strake, I decidedtohave anatural syl-

van setting in the foothillz of a moun-
tain, along with some buried rings that
contained a gate to a moreremote and
exctic locale After locking at the
Puellbourn magp, I decided on Seclfar
Strake asthelocation, sinee thatwaz a
previously untouched area of the is-
land. Having a general idea of the set-
ting and situation, I then hadte search
for a theme to justify it all. T read
through a lot of background material

i i L
about Kulthea, locking for a good plet
to haweit all rewolwe around. I zettled
on an Unlife inwvazion theme, but
wantedto add a twist that hadnot yet
been explored. The background mate-
rial made it elear that the Unlife and

the Lords of Charon had worked to-
gether during the War: of Dominion.
I zelected that az the theme.

“Anyone who hasnot readthe ad-
ditienal backpground material about
the Monastery and areas beyond that
areinthe Tomes of Kulthea should do
that. Thelegendz andinformation that
I carneup with areneot official BM ma-
terial, o the only place you will find
thern iz in the Tomes. Reading those
should explain the exact history and
plet of the area, though it deesz net give
vou every possible detail Only after I
have written a history and background
foundation fer an area like thiz, del
actually start building. I think the ef-
tect in the Seolfar Strake works. The
approach iz quiet and sylvan, with nary
a hint of the dark strupgle that takes
place within the moeountain. The
Meonasteryitself fits the historical pur-
pose for which it was designed, and
that was to puar d against intrusions of
the Unlife threugh the gate that iz lo-
catedthere. Eyreading the history and
then really explering and locking at
the Monasteryitself you can easily pet

(Condrued onpore 24)
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Trachtar’s Travels

Yoraging for Yun, Profit and Jnformation

By iord Crachten Bickapod

g ot me begin by saying that
Eﬂ I've putin meore hours on this
; ¢ article than any other I've
ever written, yet [ am less than satis-
fied with the completeness of the in-
formation I'm about to give you. Ac-
cor ding to highly placed sources, all of
the herbs awvailable from the shop in
towm are forapeable
(excluding petions of coursze) Four
herbs remain unfound to this day,
howewer. Those herbs are gariig
(CPz), hegheg (light head sears), cur
falgha (medium limb scars), and yush

(medinm/heavy nervous system sears).

sornewhere

Key: to Suceessful Foraging
MNow, let’s examine how to forage ef-
fectively for those herbs that hawe
been loeated. Each time you forage
you get an open 1d1001ell Theresult
iz compared to an invisible thresheld,
which iz different for each herb. If you
roll ower the thresheld, you are sue-
eessful. There are seweral factors
which can raize and lower the sucecess
threzheld:
»  kneeling: lowers thresheld
e emptyhandis} enehand{ree
lowrers some, baro even more
¢ handzears raizethresheld
o forage spell: lowers threshold
o lewel higher lewel lowers
thresheld
# profession: rangers have low-
est threshelds, mages and ser-
cerers highest
* environment: the area where
you can find an herb may be
lezsz than perfect for that
herh, raising the thresheld
In the table I give approzimate
threzheldz for the warious herbz The
nurnbers showwhat a Level 4Sranger

who has the forage spell up, iz kneel-

ing, and has both handsfree mustroll
to find that herb. Tour thresheld will
be higher, but the relative difference

between herhz zhould be somewhat
conziztent. COne impnrtant feature to
note, if your left handiz not free, the

herb will be left on the preund

Right Flace at the Right Time

Mo, vou want to make sure you are
locking in the right place. Tou can tell
if it iz possible tofind a particular herb

Bundling Thoze Bulky Herhs

Foraging ha: one majer preblem
(bezides the missing hot climate
herbs). Each herb foraged takes up
one slot in your inventery. The ability
to clump herbs topether inte single
iterns with multiple desszrmust beim-
plemented before foraging is really

A ecording fo highfy placed sources all the herbs available in Kelfour's
Landing are forageable somewhere or another, except for potions.

in the room you are foraging in by
looking at the failure message. If it
ends in .. nething of interest,” you
are locking in the wrong place, butif'it
endsz in .. nothing,” then that rcom
containz the herb you areforaping for.
Pleaze note that in my chart, if you
zee “abundant” that means almost ew-
eryrootnin that area prows the herh.
After you've found an herb, the
room you foraged in iz depleted for
awhile. After finding three herhzin a
sepment, the whele zepment iz de-
pleted. Afer about an hour, the herhs
tend to regenerate in an area, I be-
liewe, but that time frame iz wery ap-
proxzimate. Tou can tell if the room iz
depleted because you get the message
“...zomeone has been foraging here
recently..” when you should hawe
suceessiully potten the herh.

uzeful Ag it stands today, foraging is
mostly uzed to find sticks to imbue
intoimhbeddable wandz androds

Another sugpestion to make forag-
ing mere popular iz to implement a
skill which would allow a zkilled
ranger to survey an entire segrnent
and tell what herbs grow there. The
ranger would still have to forage
around te find the correct room, but
the missing herbs (and extensive for-
aging maps) would be taken care of.

What follows on the next four
pages are tables for uze in foraging. I
atternpted to make thern as accurate as
possible, and have added notes where
relevant.

Afer all that foraging, T'm ex-
hansted! I think I'll zit back and relaz
with a niee cup of herb teal 4
[Seepp. 20-23 following forall of Lomd
Trackten’s formging febles |
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Name

RT Thrsh Cost Foraging Locations
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Heals Name RT Thrsh Cost Foraging Locations

Soastal Cliff s, Wrecked Village (abun dant)
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Heals Name RT Thrsh Cost Foraging Locations

Difficulty thresholds for me (yours will most likely be higher): Very Hard > 100; Hard = §0-100;
MWormal = BO-T9: Eazy = 30-48; Very Bazy <30
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Lizsted belowr are two charts detailing somme of the Imessages Ieceive dwrhile far aping.

™)

ble o=

m@%%umﬂdﬂ
xoraging Cips for

Yearless Rangers! "
’ : : -,,_:-.-, .. e 3 B W’g},

e el

The{first chart breaks dowm the messzages and distribution of herbz. Note that the failure message is slightly different if
the herb dees not grewin thatreom, as opposedto the meszapefor the herb being available there, but depleted er the herh
being there and you failing te findit.

The second chartindicates the types of foraging fumbles andtheir damage, roundtimes and other consequences. 4

Herh Frequency

Success Message

Az you carefull:,r fnrage arn:-u.nd:,.n:-u can find no hint of what

you are looking for. You are not ewven sure it could be found

hEIE.

Failure Message

Ton :F-:urage around but find nn:-ﬂ'lj.ng af
interest.

E Az you fnrage around you notice that zomeone has been
fnraging here re-:entl:,r and you are unahble to find an:,.rl:hj:tg
useful.

Ton fc-rage around but find m:-tl'l.ing.

Tou DE.IEFU.].].:," fDH.gE El'ld II.'lEIlH.gE to F]Ild S0Ine. ..

Ton f-:rage around but find m:-thing.

Ton clum5il:,.r fnrage around and find m:-tl‘u'ng.

You stumble about in afmitless atternpt at fn:-mg:i.ng.

Az Fou fnrage around you Euddenl}r feel 351'13.11:- pain in :,murléb"]ight hand

Ton begin to f-:rage around when your hand comes into contact with snmeﬂ'lj.ng that stabs you in the
fi:tger.

Tou begin toforage aroundwhen suddenly yon feel abuming sensation in your hand

Tou fumble zo0 badly on yourunsuccessful search that you can only hope no one was watching you.

Tou forage aroundfora moment, but then. .. Owl You grab something sharpl You fall to the groundin

" surFr.ise!

Tou havre Just begun to fnrage when you teel 35113.11:- pain in your lé:t.-"light hand
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afeelfor the centuries of dedicatedla-
bor that the monks served. You can
underztand how their increazed izola-
tion from the rest of the world made
thern lonely and restless. In the end,
they succumbed to the very powers
that theywere set to puar d against and
became servants of the very powers
that they opposed. It's a tragic tale I
guess.” Kygar smiled alittle,

“In any event, given that tale it
waz easyler the ereaturesto develep
themszelves. The wild ereatures in the
outer 5Strake are natural for that set-
ting. The spectral monks and monastic
lichesin the Monastery are a verynat-
ural rezult of the history of the place.
The general ahilities of all these crea-
tures are prettynatur al”™

“The area beyond the Monastery
iz an extension of the story. It was all
dewelopedin the same way. Thereiza
theme and tale hehind all of it, andin
light of that theme it all makes sense. I
den’t want te pgo inte Man'Ta
Pn'Tairkenin toomuch detail because
there are some (hopefully) neat things
there for people to discover on their
own. I can only encourage people to
lock beyond the surface. Dig into the
Tornes and findthe stories that giveit
all meaning. My areas and ereatures
are more than simple conglomerates
of game mechanies. They have pur-
pose and reazon behind them, well
mest of themn anyway, andby under-
standing that reason you should be
better able to dizcover how to deal
with them.” He chuckled to himszelf.
“Hrnrn, that wasz a pretty long anssrer”

I smiled at Kygar. “Well, I'm not
complaining.” I gawe him a wink. “It’s
alwaysz nice to know why and how. It
tends to make me appreciate the areas
I walk through even mere” I stoodup,
and tucked my writing paraphernalia
backinto my satchel "And[ suppese
should really been going. Thank yeou
for sharing your time, and submitting
to all my questions.” I grinned, glad of
the knowledge that he wasn't an ogre
from afairy tale after all Infact, he

waz beginning toremindme mere and
more of the hero, or at least the wiz-
ard, of the tale.

He bowed and zaid "OK, any-
thing elze you think of to ask me, don't
hezitate™ He chuckled, then ex-
claimed asz I was heading out of the
cave, "Oh, andArtuero for Constablel”

I laughed out loud. With a cheer-
ful wawe, [ headed outinto the cool air
of another Kulthean evening, whistling
softly to myself. 4

{(GoveTmll Blues, condnued frompages)
began to mumble inccherently and
drifted off inte his final sleep. Al-
though Unuuuh hadteldme that troll
burial customs required that the de-
ceazed be torn limb from limb and de-
voured, [ settled on digging him a
grave beside the mine entrance I re-
turned Unuuuh’s piece of wood to its
place abowe his grave, carefully turn-
ing the peem against the wall in defer-
ence to hiz wizhes.

Unnuuh’s peem fellew: along
with myrough translation. The reader
must keep in mind that the written
trell language haz ne punetuation and
zo the poem as written by Uuunuh is
one run-on sentence. When he spoke
the poem to me he punetuatedit with
grunts, growls, anda great deal of waw-
ing of the arms My translation is
meant to convey a bit of his nonwerbal
communication as well: iz groritenk ake
sikerell ut grovikenk ek preng gunkiks
gred altt ak grovkenk ek ake klakerilk,
aktaktrik ulk grovienk aktaks reng,

For your benefit, [ have roughly
tranzlatedit as:

I had five dwearves.
IT'olayed teoll hoekey.

I had fourdwarves left

An il wizand atmekead mae.
Ihad three dwarves lefe
Torepared my dinnes

I had one dwarfleft

Tdied.

I have no doubt that thiz poem
would be typical of trell art if it were
not the only example of it. Actually, I
onece came upon a goblin that hadmet

an untimely end apparently by being
repeatedly struck apainst a tree. At the
time the trell prints nearby made me
believe that a trell had been trying teo
cut dowm the tree and enlyrealized af-
ter some time that he was swinging a
goblin andnot an ax. Now I wonder if
I didnet perhaps stumbleupen atrell
art gallery of sortz. Perhaps there are
many trolls with the souls of artists
strugpling to be understood by their
tamiliez andfriends=.

Only Known
Troll Poe

I dug him a grave bedde the Aine
Entranee. I refivned Unpoph's
piece ofwood to fts pface above
his grave, cavefully furning the

poem against the wall

For those interested in the troll
language, you ean find a trell dictio-
naryin the Tomezunder the keyword
(you puessed it) roll

For the more practical, who pre-
fer to kill trells rather than engape
them in debate, zorme information
about cavetrolls iz herewith offered
along with information on the nasty
worme that erawl about the mine To
tind cawe trellz in the mine, take the
tirst west exit from the main shatt
Cave trolls can alsobe foundin Dan-
jirland carrying different equipment.
Until recently, brave adwventurers
might hawe encountered cave trellzin
the Claedesbrim region, but Dark
Lord Estrion has claimed the castle
therefer hiz owm andhas yet to throw
a housewarming party. 4
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